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PREVIOUSLY IN SPAWN: 

Al Simmons was a hit man for the US government until a treacherous assassin 
ended his life. At the moment of death, Al was offered a deal by the demon 
Malebolgia and returned to Earth as Spawn, a creature with supernatural powers 
born in Hell. 


As Armageddon consumed the world, Spawn turned against his masters, de- 
stroying all life on Earth. While God and Satan continue their endless conflict in 
a parallel universe, Spawn has re-created the world and resurrected the human 
race, in what has become known as the White Light. The portals to Heaven and 
Hell are closed, leaving humanity free from the influence of angels and demons. 


Spawn has been forced to face his own brutal past and the memory that Al 
Simmons beat his wife, causing her to miscarry their unborn child. Knowing he 
can never go back to his beloved Wanda, he has returned instead to the squalid 
alleyways that have become his purgatory. 


Meanwhile, the cracks in Spawn’s brave new world are starting to show. A series 
of horrific incidents at New Vista apartments has led Detective Twitch Williams 
to seek Spawn’s help, while elsewhere in New York, others are seeking truth at 
the bottom of a glass. 
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© 2007 Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. All other related characters are TM and © 2007 Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. Alll rights reserved. The characters, 
events and stories in this publication are entirely fictional. With exception of artwork used for review purposes, none of the contents of this publication may be 
reprinted without the permission of Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. 


HAVE YOU 
NOTICED? 


OE’S BAR. 
DOWNTOWN 
MANHATTAN. 


SEE YOU'RE A 
STRAIGHT WHISKY 
DRINKER. 


SO HAVE 
YOU NOTICED, 
SINCE THE WHITE 
LIGHT, THE 
TASTE IS 
DIFFERENT? 


NOTHING 
YOU CAN PUT 
YOUR FINGER ON. A 
DIFFERENT QUALITY. 
KNOW WHAT I’M 
SAYING? 


IT’S NOT JUST 
THE WHISKY. THERE’S A 
SHARPNESS TO EVERYTHING, 
AS IF THE WHOLE WORLD IS IN 
A HIGHER RESOLUTION, EVEN 
THE ABSTRACTS. 


I USED TO DRINK 
TO... I DUNNO... NUMB 
THE SENSES. SO I COULD 
FOOL MYSELF INTO THINKING 
I ACTUALLY WASN'T A 
PATHETIC LOSER. 


NOW THE VEIL 
O97 1S LIFTED. I KNOW 
RAPBY MYSELF. I’M STILL A 
‘ LOSER BUT I 

ACCEPT IT. 


: NO 
REGRETS, 

4 NO GUILT. 

THAT'S ALL £ 


DEAD-EN 
JOB. A WIFE WHO 


| BARELY TOLERATES 


ME. KIDS WHO 
DESPISE ME. 





HOW ABOUT 
YOU PAL? WHAT'S 
YOUR STORY? 


I'VE 
NEVER HAD A RIGHT. 
PROBLEM WITH MR. CLEAN. 
GUILT. 
YOU TELLING 
ME YOU NEVER DID 
ANYTHING SHAMEFUL? 
NO SKELETONS IN THE 
CLOSET? NOTHING 
TO HIDE? 


OH, I 
WOULDN'T 
SAY THAT. 


YOU WANT TO 
KNOW WHO MADE 
THE WHISKY TASTE 

DIFFERENT? 








THERE’S A 
BOTTLE READY. 
DON’T FORGET 

TO WARM IT. 


yen VN 


\ b, 





7 OH HELL. MIGHT NS 
AS WELL GET YOUR 
WEARY BONES OUT OF 
BED GIRL. HE CAN 
NEVER QUIET HER. 


CONGRATULATIONS 
HONEY, YOU ARE NOW 
OFFICIALLY A GOOD 

FATHE. 


“AT SEVEN AM ISABELLA 
3] SAMPEDRO WOKE FROM HER 
| FIRST DECENT NIGHT'S SLEEP 
i) FOR OVER NINE MONTHS. 


——__™ 


“AT SEVEN FIFTEEN SHE 
LEAPT TO HER DEATH 

FROM THE WINDOW OF 

a HER CHILD’S NURSERY.” 





LATER, THE 
REILLY FAMILY 
GATHERED IN 
APARTMENT 17 
FOR A DINNER TO 
CELEBRATE THE 
TENTH WEDDING 
ANNIVERSARY OF 
MICHAEL AND 
PENELOPE. 





id 
SHALL I 
CARVE 


“APPARENTLY 
MICHAEL REILLY’S 
EXPERIENCE OF 
THE WHITE LIGHT 
EVENT LED HIM 
TO A RADICAL 
RE-ASSESSMENT 
OF HIS 
SEXUALITY. I 
GUESS YOU 
COULD SAY HE 
HAD GOTTEN IN 
TOUCH WITH HIS 
FEMALE SIDE. 


| “REILLY BLED 
TO DEATH 

BEFORE THE 

AMBULANCE 
ARRIVED.” 





























IN FOUR DAYS, 
WITHIN A SINGLE 
APARTMENT BUILDING OF We ive 
FIFTY-SIX HOUSEHOLDS WE <: RE { FN, | j 


YOU DION'T 
CLEAR THE 
BUILDING? 


HAVE SEVEN MURDERS, 
THREE SUICIDES, FIFTEEN a 
SERIOUS INJURIES. 1 
> : < nap é Mi | 
SO HOW ; , ( 
DOES THAT ae ¥ 
ADD UP? : & 


> ‘ F > 


















THE TENANTS 
REFUSE TO LEAVE. 
THE DEATHS AREN’T 
LINKED AND ALL THE 
PERPS ARE IN 
\, CUSTODY. THERE ISN’T 
m® A DAMN’ THING WE 
CAN DO. 
THERE’S 
NO EVIDENCE OF 
ANY HEALTH HAZARD 
AND THERE ISN‘T A 
CITY ORDINANCE TO 
COVER MASS 
INSANITY. 











“ALL WE CAN DO 
IS CORDON OFF e 
THE BUILDING AND i 
ADVISE THE o€ BS F i -THIS IS 
OCCUPANTS TO FIND Es "iy T ABOUT THE 
: RENT 


ALTERNATIVE 
OVERCHARGE 
COMPLAINT 
ISN’T IT? 


THAT 
WEASEL OF A 
LANDLORD... 


THERE’S | I DON’T CARE 

POLICEMAN BEENA : I’M A RENT WHAT KIND‘A 
1 MA‘AM. I HAVE NUMBER OF eh STABILIZED — VERMIN YOU SEND 
NOTHING TO DN’ q TENANT. I’M , IN HERE. ROACHES, 

b a <q EVEN GET RID‘ATH STAYING. WEEVILS, BED 

ROACHES BUGS, RATS... 


LIGHT WAS 
SUPPOSED 
TO CLEAN 


a PEOPLE 
ee ae ae ARE DYING 


HERE. THIS 
BUILDING 
ISN'T 


eee 
: HAPPINESS IS 
z aN A CLEAN MIND IN A CLEAN 
; BODY IN A CLEAN HOME, 
STAY. DIE. f RIGHT IMELDA? 
WHATEVER. : . i 


r SO LETS 
GET THIS 

APARTMEN 
HAPPY. 








I’ve govyou undersmy;skin- 
Tgve got you 


KE 
so oe rel | I| [il 


Th 
deep in the'neart Of MS 


Y ALL RIGHT 
YOU SONS OF 
BITCHES... /- 





I SEE YOU, ee 
YOU EVIL LITTLE Sees 


VARMINTS! 





YOU REMEMBER THE 
BLACKOUT? WHEN HALF OF 
NEW YORK WENT CRAZY. HUNDRED 
OF CITIZENS PAINTED THEIR FACES 
WITH CLOWN MAKE-UP AND 
RAN RIOT. 


SAME __ 
MARKINGS. 


OKAY. FAIR 
y ENOUGH. YOU 
WANT TO WALLOW 
IN SELF PITY, THAT'S #@ 


KNOW WHAT'S 
CAUSING THIS, 


L SAVED THIS 
WORLD BUT I DION'T 
TURN ITINTO A PARADISE. 
I BROUGHT YOU ALL BACK. 
EVERY MAN WOMAN ANDO 
CHILD ON THE PLANET. AND 
THAT INCLUDES THE BAD 
ANDO THE UGLY. 


I CAN'T WAVE 
A MAGIC WAND 
ANDO MAKE ALL 
YOUR TROUBLES 
GO AWAY. YOU'RE 
. THE COP. 90 
YOUR JOB. 


THANKS 
FOR SAVING 
THE WORLD BY 
THE WAY. 





THIS IS AGENT 
WOLF. THE LOST 
SHEEP HAS BEEN 
FOUND. 
WE’RE 
BRINGING HIM 
BACK TO THE 
FOLD. 


GENTLEMEN, I FEAR 
THAT I MAY HAVE BEEN A 
LITTLE INDISCREET. 


 -- 


SO ALL THAT 
STUFF YOU TOLD 
ME IS TRUE?! THE 

MISAPPROPRIATION OF 
DEFENSE FUNDING. THE 
ASSASSINATIONS. 

» THE DEMONS?! 


«.NO...1'D 
PROBABLY 
KILL YOU 
ANYWAY. 


GETTHE W 
TAB WOULD 


NOW. AGENTS 


WOLF AND 


YOU WEREN'T“ 
SHITTING ME. 


SOME AGENCY 
BIG SHOT. 








I’M BEING A REAL \ 
PAIN IN THE ASS FOR 
YOU BOYS. I’M SURE 

YOU’D RATHER BE 

PUTTING A BULLET 

IN MY HEAD. 


IF ONLY I Sy ALLTHAT 
DIDN’T HAVE THE Y INFORMATION 
INSURANCE STASHED AWAY IN 
s $ A HUNDRED 
MAILDROPS AND 
SAFE DEPOSIT 


eed fy 


ays ~ 
SO MANY 
SECRETS READY 
TO SPILL WHEN I DIE. 
GOVERNMENTS WILL 
TOPPLE, WARS WILL 
BREAK OUT, ENTIRE 
ECONOMIES WILL 
COLLAPSE. 


Peet SNE THAT JUST 
nie BURNS YOU 


UP. 


ROSS ENTRANG 


rae 





PTT 


f 
t 


Nine i 























I THOUGHT I 
HAD A LEAD. 


I'VE BEEN THINKING. 
WITH SERIAL KILLERS IT’S ALWAYS 
THE FIRST VICTIM YOU GOTTA GO 
TO FOR THE CLUES. 


WILMA : 
BARBERA. THE 
PEANUT BUTTER 
LADY. 


BARBERA 
WASN'T THE 
FIRST. 


7 


NOT HER 
HUSBAND. 
SOMETHING 
HAPPENED 


4 BEFORE. 


OKAY —~ 
NOW. I WANT 
YOU TO TELL US 


FOR THE 
RECORD. 


YOUR 
\ HUSBAND- 






































= a ) 
-_ 
te 
Ro oi 
"GRANTED, MY 
ny oe “4 =~ | DEAR DEPARTED 
a ~ HAD HIS 
aa : PREFERENCES. 
es A | HE WAS 
: : 74) ESPECIALLY 
: aioe eee / PARTIAL TO 
= <i f'/ | PEANUT BUTTER 
i 4 7/>~| AND JELLY.” 
"FRED WAS A a - 
REGULAR : 
CONNOISSEUR Me 3 
IN THAT ‘ 
DEPARTMENT.” : 
THIS IS j SS 
CRUNCHY . 
PEANUT a s- \e 
BUTTER. YOU -_ 
KNOW ILIKE f= ZA 
MOOTH. Z J paged 
; Ue a a = 
/ THE STORE ; 
: WAS OUT OF 
SMOOTH. 
jl , j 
— x 4 hr Ww A. : 
Ky oe > ee 
ee. 
Am 
Ye q p 
a : 
A \ q 
= { \ 
oe ms E \ 


Fortnums Viasun 


silt 


WATCH 
PIGS EAT? 






"THEY DON'T 
CARE WHAT YOU 
PUT IN FRONT OF 
THEM, THEY JUST 


STICK THEIR 


SNOUTS IN AND 
4 CHOW DOWN. 





SSN 








I HATE IT 
WHEN A MAN 
TALKS WITH 
HIS MOUTH 
FULL. 











YOU DIDN'T 
FEED HIM GROUND 
GLASS BECAUSE OF HIS 
TABLE MANNERS. 


I HATE 
is E 
HATED HIM FOR 


NOW? IF YOU 
HATED HIM FOR 
YEARS. WHY WAIT 


SOMETHING 
ABOUT IT? 


HE TOLD 
YOU TO KILL 
YOUR 


WHERE CAN 
m@ WE FIND THIS 


me) "MY HUSBAND CAME = "BARNEY'S A 
e HOME EARLY. IT WAS SPELEOLOGIST, 
‘| THE ONLY WAY OUT OF IT’S HIS HOBBY, 
THE APARTMENT. EXPLORING 
= : : CAVES, POT 
: ( HOLES. HE SAID 
IT WOULD BE 
EASY FOR HIM 
TO WORK HIS 
WAY DOWN AND 
GET OUTAT THE 
BOTTOM. 

















"HE NEVER CALLED. 
A _ COUPLE OF DAYS 
LATER I THOUGHT I 
HEARD SOMETHING 
IN THE CHUTE.” 





“THEN ALL 
THE BAD 
SMUG 
HAPPENED. 
I GOT REAL 
SICK AND 
I DIDN'T 
THINK 
ABOUT 
BARNEY 
ANY MORE. 





IT WENT 
ON AND ON, 
DAY AND NIGHT. 
WHISPER, WHISPER, 
DRIVING ME CRAZY, 
UNTIL I STARTED 
MAKING THAT 
PEANUT BUTTER 
SANDWICH. 








"THERE WAS 
NO ANSWER. 
JUSTA 
SCUTTLING 











abe 


"AFTER THAT I STARTED 


Zu 


lll 


it 


show him 
Wilma... make 
him suffer... 
make him spit 
blood...make 

the piggy 

squeeeal 


SO I THINK 
WHADDAYA ROOTING 
THINK? THROUGH 
). GARBAGE IS MY 
SECOND LEAST 
FAVORITE 
PASTIME. 





NEW VISTA 
APARTMENT: 











\ / THOUGHT 

[\{ YOU'D CATCH 

{| \\ ME NAPPING 
DID YOU? 


Tv 














COME ON 
NOW, COME ON 
UP AND SEE 
WHAT I'VE GOT 
FOR YOU. 








EMPIRA 





